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yore'n to stay in." Mr, Munn told himself that in a few days
he would go on, as soon as he had rested up a little and got
on his feet. But he did not say to himself where he would go.
His mind did not really confront the idea of the future. He
would say to himself, Now I'd better be deciding, I can't stay
on here. But that was all. The words were meaningless for
him. The hatreds, the rancours, and the despair that had
filled him as he lay hidden at the Campbell place were gone
now. There was only a kind of paralysis, a numbness, not
painful but pervasive, that crept over him when he said to
himself, I better be going now, I better decide. The words
had no meaning to him because the idea of the future had
no meaning for him. When he tried to think of the future
he was like some blundering insect that tries, again and
again, to climb up the smooth wall of a dish into which it
had fallen.

But his feeling about the Proudfits quickly wore away. He
discovered the natural aloofness of the man. Something of
the first shyness of Adelle Proudfit passed, and then he recog-
nized that her fits of abstraction and her silences were part of
her being. Even Adelle Proudfit's niece, a seemingly frail,
dark-eyed girl of about fifteen, who looked much as Adelle
Proudfit must have looked, ceased to give him the secret,
sidewise, almost suspicious glances in which he sometimes
surprised her during the early days of his stay. But later, on
days when they did any baking, Sissie would bring up the
hill to him two rolls folded in a little square of white cloth.

What was with Sissie a shyness, and a quietness, was with
her brother almost a surliness. The same quality was there
in both, as in the aunt, but only as the characteristic structure
of bone and feature which belongs to all the members of a
family may produce in one the effect of beauty and in another
that of ugliness. He was dark, too, and slenderly, though
strongly, built. He was pious, withdrawing from the others
to read a chapter in his Bible every night before going to
bed; but in his piety there was a certain nervous and demand*
ing and vindictive quality, as though he would wring from it